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VoL. 
ee seeeteeise lactam meinen - 
with the Duke of Cambridge and the Ophthalmic Hospital at tl 
4 ; an BSA Grand Hotel, also with the Iron and Steel Institute at Hotel C 
ag Heard a lot of L.C.C. bands (together!) at Queen's Hall. Stu 
ae Ex, ning ! 
% i: * 
, Friday.—Took Queen Wilhelmina round Florence a bit. Heard 
Atay the Spanish Fleet had put back into Cadiz. Looked up Admiral 
, , . . . - . 
ee | Po Dewey, as people were getting anxious about him. Found him at 
.y Manila, where he had sunk the Spanish squadron and bombarded 
My Cavite successfully (!) Opened the cricket season for them at 
Lords on a damp and pulpy wicket. Dined with the Shipwrights 


at Cannon Street. 
= ty Saturday.—Heard the Spanish Fleet had sailed once more, and 
nobody knows where it has got to. 





ye LOST. 
The Yankees seek the Spanish Fleet 
From early morn to Dewey eve, 
By THE PARTY ON THE SPoT. And whether they are in retreat 
Or on the warpath can’t conceive ; 


Wednesday.—Thought I'd go and see the Chester Cup run off. Where’er the Spanish Fleet may be, 


Pouring rain (and didn’t that “ run off !’’) Of one thing I am certain quite, 
A (CHESTER) CUP FULL. ‘* The Spanish Fleet we cannot see, 


Because it i t (yet) in sight.”’ 
On swell and clown the rain poured down ni aagleaba ie 6 - vt — eae , 
Serenely and unceasingly, Helped the Lord Mayor open the Earl's Court Exhibition. Didthe 


same office for the Emperor Francis Joseph and the Vienna Jubilee 











L= 7 es 


Though Hope (as sop) said ‘‘ P’raps ‘twill stop,” | See ow oes ; 
In fact st fell ty P | Exhibition in Vienna, and had an hour or two at Kempton Park 
Whatever size that cup (the prize) | (Jubilee Stakes). Dined with the Booksellers’ and the Eighty and 
° e ; 5 ° e a ; ’ } a h ; ge Tnivea sitv—. ; are or Riis , is hd la 
A sov’reign to a shilling, it | ye ard University—Liberal Clubs—and the Artists’ General 
Was pretty plain that all that rain | SES VOEEEI Se 
Must soon succeed in filling it. Monday.—Welcomed her Most Gracious to town. Took her for 
Heard the Spanish fleet (which sailed yesterday) had put back into a nice drive, incidentally calling at the Queen’s College for Women 
. the Academy | and going through interesting and pleasing ceremonies. Opened 
|; Duke of 


Cadiz. Mr. Tree was not put down for the drama at sul ' . 
it last the season at the Imperial Institute, dined with the 


Banquet, so I needn’t have written that bit of verse about it last 
week. Never mind; it was a good bit of verse, and you would have York and th oy qa rs ig? Poe Hotel sa oe > 
. : l a ’ annon stree tel f mM wir. ivie on ‘** YuUK 
been sorry to lose it, J know. Helped the Duke of Fife open | Car 1 Street rote: and hear r giivie on Kon, an 
to the Albert Hall finished up at the opera. 


a bazaar at Kensington, took Lord Salisbury 

Primrose League meeting (he was in capital form); took H.R.H. to 

the Imperial Institute to preside over the annual meeting of the | 

governing body. Dined with the Lord Mayor and the medical | CHOICE. 

profession at Guildhall, and afterwards to see another Medicine Man | In feathers fair and diamonds rare 

at the Lyceum. Also heard Sir G. Sherston Baker on | (Oh, give their horses pawing room) 
The maids and mat-rons come in State 


Tuesday.—Busy all day with the Drawing-Room presentation. 


‘* Neutrality.” 
Thursday.—Down to Christie's early, and revelled in the | To Queen Victoria’s Drawing-Room 

Heckscher collection of snuff-boxes—prices ruled too high for me to I would not doom the Drawing-Room 

purchase. Went to look at the Pembroke Portrait at Vernon (A popular and shining room), 

House. Had a peep at the Bookbinding Show at Goupil’s. Then But, as for me, I d rather be 

over to Paris and did thetwo Salons. Heard the Spanish Fleet had Invited to a dining-room. ae 

sailed again. Opened the Autominous Parliament at Cuba. Dined THE SPOTTER. 


N orice.—The Editor: will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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BUSINESS TACTICS. 


Young Ikey (referring to customer just de} arted). 
fader.”’ 

Old The y os It \ a tight nt, me in he 

Young They = Vy did you el) it 30 sheap. fad a fai 


Old They. * Bece I could not get it off vithou 


Barrie on Matrimony. 


O LADIES, take note of Thrums Barrie, 
Who jestingly hints men may marry 
Because surplus feminine hairpins 
Make really convenient engines 

To clean out a foul pipe's obstructions. 

I hope Mrs. B. will make ructions, 

Or, as some might say, “ Give it ‘im ’ot.” 
Pursue the theme farther I'll not: 

No more o'er his penance I gloat, 

Since I in a two-oar may float 
Respectably down Life's broad stream, 
And while I row Laura will deem 


That «l } } } 
Mae 5UC GQOCS Der auty DV steering 


‘Dot suit 





eee) 1) Lee 
hi Hieetapre. | 
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War Item. 

| Powper is very popular with the 

|  §panish ladies just now. We say it to 
to their face, but are not insinuating 
that they puff their charming visages 
more than usual. We refer to their 
burning patriotism. 


-_ ——————— Ne Ee 





The Play’s the Thing! 
[It is reported that Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain has written a play, the 
scene of which is laid in the political 
world.—Evening Paper.) 
For dramatists when in a fix 
And tired of flights rial, 
The funny world of politics 
Provides superb material ; 
Suggestive sights there are within 
This moving panorama, 
A few of which might be worked in 
A passion-moving drama ! 








Who are the characters ? you ask, 
Vell, pli ase to give attention, 
While we attempt the arduous task 
The foremost réles to mention ; 
Our old friend Tim is bound to make 
A fine stage row with Dillon, 

And Labby has arranged to take 
The character of villain! 

Will Tommy Bowles be in the caste 
As comic sailor? Rather! 

And Harcourt of dimensions vast 
Will play the ‘“ heavy father.” 

Lawson as water sprite or elf 
Much honour will be gaining ;— 

The hero? Joe that part himself 
Is bent upon sustaining! 

















Kruger’s Old Hat. 

[‘* President Kruger has sent one of 
his old, well-known hats to Rome to 
serve as a model for the hat which is to 
adorn the fourteen-feet bronze statue of 
himself to be set up in Pretoria.””— Vide 
Weekly Paper.) 

High art, indeed! Kruger’s old hat 

Has left its native home, 

Though probably it wants a nap, 

It clearly means to Rome! 


A “Black Sheep.” 


Mr. Levy.—* You 
you bought, thir ? 

Customer.—** Wool ? 
been ‘ fleeced’!”’ 


fit dot mon awful tight, 


A Yankeeism Made in Germany. 


(Europe, thanks to her interest in the current war, is familiari- 


zing herself with Brer Jonathan's idioms.] 


* Muscas non aquila capit,” 
| Thus the Latin proverb goes: 
Which (if you would have us shape it 

Into English) plainly shows 

That an eagle, though so wise 

In her eyry near the skies, 

Isn’t (howsoe’er she tries) 

Worth a hang at catching flies! 


‘ Muscas non aquila capit ’— 
And the Emperor William cries 
(While we list with mouth agape), “It 
To our Sacred Bird applies! 
Have you riches? Then I wot 
You may safely bet the lot 


That the Germar Eagle's not 
er * 


don’t likes de coat 
Vy, it is all wool.” 
Ah, 1 knew I'd 
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‘On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


SicH a site at Brighton yesterday 
week! It was all owin’ to them there 
bye-laws, wich, if they came into force, 
the mejority of people ses would be a 
“crying shame.” A tremenjus proces- 
sion, to protest agin ‘em, of costers, 
newsvendors, fish -’awkers, sweeps, 
wagonette-drivers, milk-sellers, organ- 
grinders, an’ goodness knows wot, peraded 
the streets with donkeys an’ ponies, an’ 
the costers brought their wives an’ 
families. There was bands playin’, orgins 
goin’, an’ altogether, in my opinyun, the 
Lord Mayor’s Show wasn’t “in 
it’? with this procession, wich was 
about two miles long. Some of the 
costers ’ad muzzels on, the artful 
dorgs, wich was a good ‘‘’it”’ at the bye- 
laws. People say that if they comes into 
force we shall all ’ave to do the deaf-an- 
dum langwidge wen walkin’ about Brigh- 
ton. I don’t ’old with ’em; it’s bad 
enough to ‘‘ rob a poor man of ’is beer,”’ 
but when it comes to robbin’ ‘im of ’is 
bread, no wonder ’e turns crusty. 

Torkin’ about bread, wen bread rises 
it leads to people risin’. In Italy the 
bread riots ’ave been serius, there’s been 
a lot of the rioters killed; and in Spain 
the “staff of life” ’as lead to cracked 
’eads. 

Pore Spain! Wot with infernal dis- | 
sension an’ the way Uncle Sam ’as been | 
playin’ shuttlecock with ’er ships an’ | 
men, I am fair sorry for the Queen of | 
Spain, an’ if it should come to flight, | 
she’s welkum to a ’ome at my ‘’umble 


abode. I don’t tork Spanish, but all | 
my young ’uns are fond of Spanish | 
lickerice. | 


I went to the Academy the other day 
(Yes; I know I’m only a washerwoman, 
but wen drest up I’m a “ puffect  pick- 
shur,” and fit for any art gallery), an’ 
thort the pickshurs was beautiful, an’ 
the ladies’ dresses, if anythink, still more 
beautiful, an’ I think some of ’em ort to 
be ’angedon the walls. Wasn’tit Hogarth 
said that “the line of beauty is a 





curve’’? When I read that I was 
pleased, for I’m gettin’ a bit ’ump- 
backed. 


An Antithetical Antiphrasi 


QvoTH Guzlum Nipps: 

I’ve been accustomed, many a year, 

To mix my drinks—ale, whisky, beer, 
Rum, gin—in vast variety : 

But now, half-sorry, half-incensed, 

I learn that Parliament’s commenced 

A sort of stern crusade against 


The sin of inebriety ! 
I’ve left uncurbed, unchecked, uncured 
The mode to which I’ve grown inured, 
For, though not loved, I’ve been endured 
3y high and low society. 
3ut when the House pours blame condign 
On such as bib beer, brandy, wine 
Habitually, I grieve for mine 
r. ; 





1veterate ine 


S. 


MR. NIPPS ON THE HABITUAL DRUNKARDS' BILL, 


‘CQ dear! O dear! 
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“ Shot in the Philippine 


ts 











account of Jack’s valour.”’ 


, Wasti i he ?”’ 


This paper gives an 


1? 


r 1 ¢ log 
No; in the le 


With due contrition I deplore 
The Baccl yearnings learned of yore, 
And v that such a fault no more 
5 yain me not yriety ! 
Since rn-ebriety’s a crime, 
To seek its veriest ** contra ’’ I'm 
hie ved! U'll henceforth through all time, 


Be famed for strict EBRIETY ! I 





A Lesson from Long Island. 
The Long Island Railway 


bicvele cars, each designed to hold 144 machines. -St. 
Budget.) 
Our cyclists, in spite of the poet, have reckoned 
This “right little island” a wrong island, 
And still will so do, till our train-runners second 
The bicycle-car scheme of Long Island. 


rthv-of-eulowist'’s-song island : 
land now of a long-needed boon, 


They believe she earn Wit 





Company is building six special 


hat. admitting her faults, she will soon 


dom from Long Island! 
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Biker.—‘‘ Well, ta ta, old chappie! I must be off!” 
Walker.—‘‘ Better stick on, old man! _ Ta ta! 

















Waiting ! | With my comrade, I am certain But my friend here—pretty charmer— 
| A sensation I shall make— Thinks I’m here on her behalf— 
THE GERMAN EAGLE (thinking) :— It is time to lift the curtain Well—I don’t want to alarm her— 
Witt he share ? Now that’s a question And to showthat I’m awake. But it almost makes me laugh. 
I shall really have to ask As a cat spaw for another 
I must frame a mild suggestion, F homeves. think..and clabtte... I have ne'er been known to play— 
It is not a pleasant task. io Genel saute Go ieee And I wouldn’t help a brother 
For, although the morsel’s nasty, To attack —except politely To a fragment of my prey. 
There is not the slightest doubt So republican a bird; | 3ut I wonder if the Yankee 
| That his temper’s rather hasty As his faults I can’t be hard on, To assist all will care— 
I must mind what I’m about. [ shall for forgiveness play, He will, maybe, murmur “ Thankee, 
“Brother,” ‘‘ Kinsman,’ now I wonder And serenely beg his pardon But there's nothing I can spare! ”’ 
If that game I ought to play Ere I snatch his prey away. From a fight he’s seldom shrinking, 
‘* Rend the veil of years asunder, Next an Eagle's he may soar— 
Anglo-Saxon!" Shall I say ? My companion, who is raging — - I - really = 
* And youl find that you were Ger- At my side, is sure to fight should not be to the fore. 
ny a per ae | eS ee ene | THE YANKEE EAGLE (thinking) | 
That's the kind of little sermon | When with this aol tes I'm copin | Guess my friends there must be waiting 
I shall really have to preach. | Sin wilt stmale con Bae Sin 8 | ein or gay og | rose tg get— | 
‘*Halves!’’ I think would be in reason, And the prey—well, there—I’m hoping hag ptt Reg ae ae vet 
t us » and share alike It will prove enough for two. i ae : 7. 2 
Mg bap cong hie shout ‘‘ Treason !”’ | , si = But those birds I have my eye on, 
Mey willhardly dareto strikes | De oe ered qe 
, yrgive his haughty bearing THE Russian EAGLE inking) :— +“ - ai 
. aon tke atl high and mi saiibiion I may some day dine on them. 
When I'm comfortably sharing H’m, the game looks most attractive, They may think that they are clever, 
In his dinner Philippine. I must really intervene—_ But their methods will not suit— 
mn . aie As a friend—but not too active— When to cheat me they endeavour 
Tue Frencu EaGue (thinking); For I shouldn't like a scene. They will find me tarnal cute. 
Now’s the time to shout defiance, For his power is terrific They may talk of mediation, 


ti m reauy n t Japa: 
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WAITING! 


“IN THE NOT IMPROBABLE DIVISION OF THE SPANISH COLONIAL POSSESSIONS, GERMANY IS HANKERING 
AFTER THE PHILIPPINES, FRANCE COVETS THE BALEARIC ISLES, AND RUSSIA DESIRES A FOOTHOLD AT 
CEUTA.”"—DAILY PAPER. 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 160.) 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER Il.—“ WEAVING THE WEB.” 


By the time the train reached Margate the whole party were in 

t concord with one another. Algernon Fitzwilliams had 

so far forgotten his hauteur as to have taken a sip from Mr. Perkins’ 
capacious pocket-flask, while Mrs. Perkins, during a pause in her 


d(j jue 














“He’p BE JUST A NICE MATCH For YoU, 'ARRIET.” 


incessant mastification of ham sandwiches, had coyly suggested 
that “‘ Perhaps the gentleman would take one of these,’”’ and 
he had taken one of the tempting morsels, amid cries of ‘‘ Mamma, 
dear |” from the three girls. 


The train drew up at Margate Station, and there was a general 
feeling of regret at having to company so soon. Mr. Algernon 
os resumed his distingué air and his luggage, remarking, as he 

d so, that being without his “‘man” was a“ deucid bore.” He, 
however, condescendingly shook hands all round, even with Mrs. 
Perkins (who, before offering her hand, had instinctively wiped it 
on the portion of her dress covering her ample thigh), and lastly 
with the fair Betsy. 

“Haw! I hope we shall meet again,’’ he said, meaningly, giving 
her hand a slight squeeze. 

‘*To besure, we shall,” broke in Mr. Perkins, heartily. ‘“ Thatis, 
of course, if you will speak to us, my Lord—I mean, Sir,’ he con- 
tinued, covertly glancing at Algernon’s pasteboard. ‘‘ We’re sure 
to be knocking about the parade or jetty, ain’t we, girls? I sup- 
pose you are putting up at the White Hart ?” 

‘I don’t know yet,” drawled Algernon ; ‘‘ my friends consider the 
White Hart vulgar, but I like to judge for myself. Ladies, I have 
the honour,” and Algernon Fitzwilliams politely raised his bat, 
and followed in the wake of the porter bearing the luggage. 

‘What a haffable young gent, and so perlite, too! He’d be just 
a nice match for our ‘Arriet if she could manage to ‘cok him,” 
burst forth ‘‘ Ma” Perkins as soon as he was out of earshot. 

‘Do be quiet, mother!” said Harriet, blushing scarlet, as she 
— sight of the face of a grinning porter; ‘“‘he ‘aint my 
style.” 

‘ Well, he’s got plenty to choose from, anyhow! ” retorted the 
irrepressible Mrs. Perkins, complacently glancing at her brood. 
* Perhaps Jemima may be the lucky one. What do you think, 


Betsy?” 

wT think that a public railway station is scarcely a fit place to dis- 
cuss matters of this sort,” replied Betsy, with dignity, ‘‘ and if he’s 
the friend of a lord——.” 

** Oh, that’s all right,”’ said “‘ Pa” Perkins, “ trust me to find out 
the genuine article when J see it. Your real ‘ nob’ is never stuck 
uP and always perlite and affable. He's got the proper style, and 
did you hear him call the White Hart—the White Hart, mind 
you—vulgar? Come on, ‘Ma,’ here’s our cab!” 





Algernon Fitzwilliams, having packed off his luggage to the modest 
lodgings he had retained for his sole use and comfort during the 
ensuing fortnight, strolled down towards the sea. 

“ Alfred, my boy,” he soliloquised as he walked along in the bright 
sunshine, “‘ you can flatter yourself you did that remarkably well. 
Algernon Fitzwilliams, the intimate friend of Lord Faversham! (I 
wonder who Lord Faversham is.) How they did gulp it all down. 
I en the old Johnny’s a stockbroker or something of that sort. 
Anyhow, he seems to have plenty of tin, and the girls are nice, very 
nice, especially the little one. That will be the one for me, but I 
musn’t destroy my chance with the others, for perhaps the ‘little 
’un’ has got someone after her already. No, no! I must just make 
love to all three till I can make certain of one, and once I’m the 
son-in-law of the wealthy old stockbroker—he must be wealthy to 
bring that lot down first-class to Margate—then I can snap my 
fingers at Messrs. Nimble, Ninepence, and Company, and they will 
have to find another assistant in the place of Alfred Figgins, other- 
wise Algernon Fitzwilliams, Esq. It will beratherawkward, though, 
to explain matters when the time comes. I wonder ifa marriage is 
legal under anassumed name. Anyhow,I must chancethat. It’s a 
good job I brought plenty of the ready down with me,” and 
Algernon Fitzwilliams slowly counted the ten bright sovereigns 
that lay snugly in his pocket, feeling the milled edges as they fell. 
“Ten! Nearly a poundaday. If I play my cards well it ought to 
do, though I shall have to borrow a bit afterwards, I expect, to see 
the thing right through, before I lead one of the blushing Miss 
Perkinses to the altar. Ha! here’s the White Hart! The vulgar 
White Hart! Ha! ha! It wouldn’t be a bad plan to put up here, 
it would impress old Perkins, but it don’t run to it, Alfred, my 
boy. It shall, however, have the patronage of Algernon Fitz- 
williams to the extent of a glass of beer. Here goes. By Jove, 
there they are!”’’ Algernon raised his hat as the Perkins's cab 
was whirled past, ‘‘Pa” Perkins seated on the box hobnobbing 
with the driver. 

“These old men do some rum things when they’re on a holiday,” 
muttered the young man as he made his way to the hotel entrance. 

‘‘Haw!” he uttered, posing before the little glass window. 
‘* Have you any letters for me? Algernon Fitzwilliams, you know.” 

‘“‘No, sir! Are you stopping here?” 








LAUGHING QUIETLY TO HIMSELF. 


‘Yes, unless I can find something better. It was beastly low 
the last time I was here I remember. Bring me a glass of bitter, 
and tell me what rooms you have vacant.” 
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The girl eyed him rather sharply as he sat sipping his beer. 

“One of the swell mob,” she muttered ; “Pll get the porter to 
keep an eye on him.” 

Algernon Fitzwilliams sat there unconscious of her unworthy 
suspicions, unconscious also of another person in the place—a man 
dressed in the loudest of loud check suits, who was glancing 
furtively across at him and laughing quietly to himself. Presently 
he crossed the room and brought his hand down with a resonant 
whack on the middle of Algernon’s back. 

ig What ho, Alf!” he said loudly. “You are doing the thing in 
style. 

Algernon Fitzwilliams nearly choked. Of all persons on earth he 
wished anywhere but Margate the man before him was the one. 
What chance had he now of airing his new-born aristocratic 
connections before the Perkins’ family with this vulgar, overbearing 
cad in close companionship! There was no getting away from him, 
Harry Smith, his fellow assistant at Messrs. Nimble, Ninepence, 
and Company. 

[To be continued.) 











Waftings from the Wings. 


THERE was a brilliant and splendid assemblage at the opening of 
the opera season at Covent Garden on Monday evening. I sat 
directly under the Princess of Wales and the Royal party, and I 
was told afterwards that we made a most interesting and handsome 
group. 

Things began well. The orchestra was certainly above cavil, but 
the chorus was only so-so. And they do look so funny. And they 
do sing in so many different languages, especially German and 
Italian, which do not mix very well. Still, the volume of sound 
was inspiring, and the new arrangement of the band, so that it is 
sunk, and some of the brass is beneath the stage, is a big improve- 
ment. 

Lohengrin is very tedious. There are a very large number of 
people who are of my opinion, only they dare not whisper it to their 
best friend, as I, in my touching confidence, whisper it into your 
shell-like ear. 

The duet in the second act would have marred Job’s reputation. 
For about three-quarter’s of an hour it goes one. There is no 
getting away from it, for Gordon, Beresford, and all the heroes in 
the army and navy lists rolled into one would not have the pluck to 
get up and walk out in the middle of a performance of an opera at 
Covent Garden. All you can do is to sit and bearit. Afterwards 
the refreshment bar will aid you to peace and forgetfulness. 

Right through there is mournful, endless recitative. Now and 
again there is a momentary glimpse of melody, just enough to make 
the rest seem all the more unholy. All the music is in the orchestra. 

Edouard de Reszke was in fine form as Heinrich, his bass seems 
to grow more basso than ever. It was a treat to listen to him 
when all around were having a debauch of tremolo. The vibration 
was enough to make one think the Metropolitan Railway had 
running powers under the theatre. The massive walls trembled 
under the quivering tones of Herr Feinhals and Mr. Pringle. The 
Lohengrin of M. Van Dyck was robust without being interesting. 
He sang well, but without charm. Madame Emma Eames was an 
irreproachable Elsa. She sang with sweetness, power, and decision. 
Miss Marie Brema was a thoroughly satisfactory Ortrud—con- 
scientious, effective, and artistic. 


Miss Suzanne Adams, a debutante, made her appearance in Romeo 
et Juliette. She is a charming singer, with a fresh, sweet voice and 
a collection of lovely upper notes that are most pleasing in their 
purity and tone. It is full and sufficiently powerful to fill even 
the great auditorium of Covent Garden. Miss Adams is also 
an actress of no mean ability —a wonderful thing in a grand opera- 
soprano, and her Juliet was impassioned, girlish, convincing. 
M. Saléza was the Roméo, and an excellent Roméo, too. His 
beautiful voice .has great charm ; it is full of feeling, flexible, and 
his delivery excellent. M. Plangon was, of course, @ fine Frére 


“~Daurent; M. Gilibert a most satisfying Capulet, M. Soulacroix 


a capital Mercutio—altogether, a very much more enjoyable 
evening than thatspent in the company of the boresome Lohengrin, 
for Gounod gives us lovely melody, warmth, and humanity. 


It was a gala night at the Alhambra on Monday evening, for one 
of the most popular men in town took over the reins on t t even- 
ing, and half Bohemian London, and much that was not Bohemian, 
came to give him a hearty “‘ send-off,” and to tell him to goon and 
prosper. Mr. Dundas Slater has been one of the most indefatigable 
workers at the Empire, for the success of which he was in great 
measure respousible. He goes to the Alhambra with plenary 
powers, and we may expect startling developments there shortly. 
He’will lighten the show, brighten the house, and frighten all 


one ae 
ose 


dulness away. The theatre was crammed, a condition of things 
which has not ruled there for many along day. Good luck to 
him! GoOssAMER. 


Mr. Arthur Collins has harked back to The White Heather. 
You will remember that this successor to the late Sir A tus 
Harris inaugurated the reopening of Drury Lane Theatre with this 
magnificent drama last September. Last Thursday saw the same 
drama again upon these boards, full of go and vitality, and more 
appreciated than ever. Mrs. John Wood, Miss Kate Rorke, Miss 

alli Valli, Mr. J, B. Gordon, Mr. Dawson Milward severally appear 
in the characters they acted last autumn, and the rest of the caste 
with its newcomers ably interpret this pourtrayal of modern every- 
day life, with its wealth, poverty, pathos, and villainy. The revival 
was warmly and vociferously received. 


The Alexandra Palace Flower Show will be held in the Central 
Hall on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday this week. The ex- 
hibits will chiefly comprise flowering plants, cut flowers, bouquets, 
etc., with a very fine collection of cut roses. On Thursday after- 
noon there will be an operatic costume recital of the Garden scene 
from Gounod’s Faust, in which Miss Alice Esty, Miss Lucy Clarke, 
Mr. Barton McGuckin, and Mr. Alexander Marsh will appear. 


The Earl’s Court Exhibition was opened on the 7th inst., amidst 
a fanfare of civic trumpets. The Lord Mayor and sheriffs inaugu- 
rated the event with their presence. Chief amongst the many 
attractions is the patriotic naval display, a capital representation 
of a modern bombardment. The panorama of Rome is replaced 
with Arpad Feszty’s magnificent work pourtraying the entry of the 
Magyars into Hungary. ‘A Day in the Alps” is a wonderful piece 
of electric work, and the Moorish camp gives an insight into the 
manners of these nomadic traders. Mr. Kiralfy is again 
triumphant. 


** Little’s London Pleasure Guide” (price 1s., Simpkin and Com- 
pany Limited) is very succinct in the method which it proffers. As 
far as possible all the information on each subject is on one page. 
The plans of all the Metropolitan theatres are given, and to crown 
the whole the volume contains an excellent index. 


The private view of Mr. Herbert J. Finn’s Exhibition was held at 
the Modern Gallery, 175, Bond Street, on Saturday last, the 
work this season being entirely of Kent—‘‘The Garden of 
England ’’—and including nine drawings of Canterbury Cathedral, 
together with landscapes, seascapes, and some figure an Pro The 
exhibition will be open to the public from the 16th inst. to 10th 
June, excepting Wednesday, 18th inst., on which day the Gallery 
will be closed by the special desire of Lady Harris. The Corporation 
of Maidstone are now holding a loan exhibition of 50 of Mr. 
Finn’s pictures. 











Don’t Trust the Man at the Front. 
AN UP-TO-DATE VERIFICATION OF AN OLD PROVERB. 


[The American War Department has had trouble with too 
energetic and inconsiderate newspaper reporters.—Hvening News.] 


Tue correspondent at the front 
Neglects no piquant chances, 

However slowly to the brunt 
Of war the war advances. 

Before his vision keeps he clear 
The notion that his millions 

Of anxious readers yearn to hear 
Of deeds of martial brilliance. 

Whence, largely loves he to enlarge 
On... flies off Yank or Don flicked ; 

And magnifies the paltriest charge 
Into the deadliest conflict | 


The correspondent at the front, 
Within his sleeve he chortles, — 


seney mortal’s 
Abused his privilege! Well he knows, 
When startling stories peng he © 
Of espionage, that each outflows 
From fevered Fancy’s frenzy, 
With yarns of dark intrigue to fill 
His readers’ minds, is merely 
His duty—which, with utmost skill, _ 
He does! But, when severe 
The War Departments him condemn, 
And for his fancies chide, he’s 
Desirous of reminding them + 
That . FRONTI NULLA HIDES! 


When war ee growl and grunt, o, 
Thinking : ae 
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that they are in the pay of all sorts of malefactors. It is impossible 
| to get them to move against any of the common nuisances in 
| London. 
, x 3K xt 

I had to proceed against people who were publicly flouting decency. 
At length, after trying all the officers, I had to do it myself. Asa 
result, the case was so flagrant that, on receipt of the summons, 
the people did not wait for the case to be tried, but vanished and 
have not been heard of since. There is now a warrant out for their 
arrest. Now, if the magistrate, on sworn information, thought the 
thing so serious that without a moment’s hesitation he issued a 
summons, and if the people knew that there was no defence so well 
as to run away (the removal must have cost them thousands 
of pounds), is it not a scandal that for months this thing was 
allowed to go on, and I could not get an ounce of support from any 
of those officials whose duty it is to see that public morals are not 
outraged? If there were no collusion, there was that which was 
almost as bad, absolute apathy. 

* 4 


The Brinsmead prosecution has broken up another gang of 
sharpers, and the public will be saved from these sharks for some 
time at least. It shows how necessary it was that something should 
be done, when it was found possible for these swindlers to form a 
company, issue the prospectus, and get thousands of pounds from 
simple-minded investors. The effect of this trial should purify | 
company-promoting circles in the City from these rogues forsome | : 
7 ' time. But it is highly probable that it will have no effect whatever, 
ny \ BU: = — so stupid is the great British public, and so short its memory. We 

i Sp zi an | are so averse to interference that it would be hopeless to suggest : 
iby POMOC si irmmpmmM TON : that we should have an Official whose duty it would be to examine i 
Se 7 — into the bond-fides of every prospectus prior to publication. : 
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RULE BRITANNIA.—(A FACT.) 


Mother (who has been telling Dolly about the inscriptions on a Exchange no Robbery. 
penny—D.G., F.D., etc.)— And now, what’s on the other side?” é : De 
Dolly (quickly}.—* Oh, I know; a gicl riding a bicycle!” WHEN vexed with the worry of living, 


Your dear wife is never behind 
“6 Leer eee eee ; In freely and openly giving 


P A piece of her mind. 
“Fun” in Earnest. ii m" 


Yet ’tis hardly a gift that she maketh, 

















Detective Ostime will not help to protect passengers on the | Since in full repayment she taketh 
Underground Railway for some time to come. Truth has been | The peace from your mind ! 
roved stranger than fiction once more. If his little transactions | 
been shown on the stage, people would have said it was =e 
ee. The serious side of the business for the public is | 
hat there are a good many Ostimes about. Pocket-picking is bad N oO: T / i E P 


enough, but there are many things worse. What if a poor man 
is accused . a ye carriage by voy of aes awful wee who 
attempt to blast the characters of men for the purposes of blackmail, : , ee 
and who had for confederate one of these Guaintes ? What a nice The Editor will be obliged if readers of Fun who have any 
predicament he would be in! 


jue waceae Odd or a Complete Set of Volumes of FUN, 


This question of connivance of police officials with wrongdoers is 
® very serious one for the public. Speaking generally, we have | will inform him the price they will sell same. 4 
reason to be proud of our police; they are certainly freer from | 
corruption than any similar body on the face of the globe. Seen 
But, nevertheless, there is no doubt whatever that there are very 
serious abuses. In certain divisions of London it is an open secret 








Please address ‘‘ Eprror,”’ 23, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street, E.C. 














For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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